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she found that all that was unavailing, and things would be
placed upon her plate, she probably gave up. I never found
her say 'yes ' or * no ', as we piled edibles before her; and
she just left everything, only eating a little of what she
happened to like. A thing like this would be impossible
even at the most sumptuous of feasts in Europe.

Many of my Indian readers who have had occasion to
serve food to ^Mrs. Besant, might remember that the
two items that she really liked were the samosa and the
papar. Samosa is a triangular .salt savoury, usually stuffed
with potatoes and small raisins and grains of peppercorn ;

but in our family, those made at home were stuffed with
fried and ground moong 109 pulse.   My mother took special
pains to prepare these for Mrs. Besant herself. She liked
them very much ; and we often sent these for her tea, and
put up a supply of them when she was travelling.  She
also liked papar, (cracklers ' (translated as poppadam in
Eustace Miles* vegetarian160 restaurant in London in my
time). She found the Madras ones very hot, with too much
pepper, and almost to the last I used myself to send to her
packets of these north India papars which were not hot.
I believe she was very fond of them. Another thing that
she seemed to like very much was ice cream, at least in the
early days, and so this dainty was prepared almost every
evening at Shanti Kunj. I remember to have partaken of it
often enough there. I doubt, however, if she ever came
to like any of our Indian dishes either of the north or
of the south.   She used to get quite thin in India,

and invariably returned looking healthier after a visit
abroad.